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Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu 

MOUNT CHUNG-NAN 

The Great One's height near the City of Heaven 
Joins a thousand mountains to the corner of the sea. 
Clouds, when I look back, close behind me; 
Mists, when I enter them, are gone. 
A central peak divides the wilds 
And weather into many valleys. . . . 
Needing a place to spend the night, 
I call to a wood-cutter over the river. 

A VIEW OF THE HAN RIVER 

With its three Hsiang branches it reaches Ch'u border 

And with nine streams touches the gateway of Ching: 

This river runs beyond heaven and earth, 

Where the color of mountains both is and is not. 

The dwellings of men seem floating along 

On ripples of the distant sky. . . . 

O Hsiang-yang, how your beautiful days 

Make drunken my old mountain-heart! 

IN MY LODGE AT WANG-CH'uAN 
AFTER A LONG RAIN 

The woods have stored the rain, and slow comes the smoke 
As rice is cooked on faggots and carried to the fields; 
Over the quiet marshland flies a white egret, 
And mango-birds are singing in the full summer trees. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I have learned to watch in peace the mountain morning- 
glories, 
To eat split dewy sunflower-seeds under a bough of pine, 
To yield the place of honor to any boor at all. . . . 
Why should I frighten sea-gulls even with a thought? 

MY RETREAT AT CHUNG-NAN 

My heart in middle age found the Way, 

And I came to dwell at the foot of this mountain. 

When the spirit moves, I wander alone 

Where beauty is known only to me. 

I will walk till the water checks my path, 

Then sit and watch the rising clouds, 

And some day meet an old woodcutter, 

And talk and laugh and never return. 

IN A RETREAT AMONG BAMBOOS 

Alone I am sitting under close bamboos, 
Playing on my lute, singing without words. 
Who can hear me in this thicket ? . . . 
Bright and friendly comes the moon. 

LINES 

You who arrive from my old country, 

Tell me what has happened there! 

Did you see, when you passed my silken window, 

The first cold blossom of the plum? 
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